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the St. Genevieve library and read there, her head
in her hands, her elbows on the long table, tiU
closing time at ten at night. After that she only
needed oil in her lamp to last her till two in the
morning, when she went to bed.
That was food, house, warmth and light
settled. As to clothes, Marie could sew and brush
and she meant to keep herself neat by brushing
and mending, not by buying. She could do her
own washing in her basin at the cost of a little
soap.
That was a deliciously cheap life she planned
in which nothing should interrupt her learning.
But girls* bodies have a way of having something
to say on their own account. Marie was surprised
that often, when she left her books, she turned
giddy. She even fainted sometimes on her way to
bed before she had time to lie down. "When she
returned to consciousness, she told herself that she
must be ill; but even of that she took no notice,
merely thinking she would soon be better.
"When her doctor brother-in-law told her she
looked ill, she replied that she had been working
and turned the conversation with a request for the
baby. She had begun to make a great pet of
Bronia's new baby and liked to turn attention
from herself.
But luckily, one day, Marie fainted in public
and the girl who saw it fetched Casimir. By the
time he arrived, Marie was well again, but
Casimir insisted on examining hen Then with-
out a word he examined the room. "Where, he